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TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

CHARACTERS. ' ^-i ^u^tjo 

Mr. BelI)ON, «/^^ Aas no faith in doctors. 

Oliver Beldon, who is not strong. 

Jack Phelps, Jessie's young man^ a medical student fust about to graduate. 

Dr. Knowitall, who has a great opinion of himself. 

Dr. Fussy, who is nervous and fidgety. 

Dr. Smoothington, who never gets out of temper. 

Dr. Merrybone, who enjoys a good joke ^ even though it be against him- 
self. 

Mrs. Maria Beldon, who is always ailing. 

Aunt Sophronia, who is never quite well. 

Jessie Beldon, the only healthy member of the family. 

CiLLY, the servant y who has poor daysy but who iSj nevertheless, an inde- 
fatigable duster. 

PROPERTIES. 

Tastefully-furnished sitting-room, with table, chairs, easy chair, sofa 
pillows, books, check-book, pen and ink, pamphlet, bottles of medicines, 
and white cloths. 

COSTUMES. 

Modern. Make the doctors look as comical as possible. 




Copyright, 1904, by Waltbr H. Baker & Co. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Trying It On Beldon. 



ACT I. 



SCENE, — Tastefully furnished sitting-room in Mr, Beldon^ s 
home. Door, r., leading to hall. Door, l., to kitchen and 
dining-room. Whidow at hack. Enter Mr. Beldon, r. 

Mr. Beldon (with a disgusted air). Here I am, home 
for a week, probably. I wish Perkins and the others hadn't 
backed out about going camping for a few days. I wanted 
to go, but should hardly care to try it alone. Yet a vaca- 
tion in the house is not exactly what I bargained for. 
How I am going to stand it, I don't know. I hear enough 
nights and mornings of the imaginary ailments of this 
family without having to endure it all day. It's a grunt 
or a groan from one or the other all the time. There's 
Maria, who is always ailing; Aunt Sophronia is never 
quite well ; my son Oliver is not strong; while even Pris- 
cilla, the servant, has more poor days than good ones. If 
I thought they were really ill, I should feel sorry for them, 
but it's my belief that they. just mope around the house 
and worry over their little ailments until they assume 
gigantic proportions. They are constantly running to doc- 
tors, and constantly taking medicine. If they would go 
out every day and take a dose of pure air, I'm sure that 
their complaints would vanish like the dew. But they're 
all afraid of catching cold — that is, all but Jessie, dear 
girl! who is the only healthy one among them. You don't 
catch her moping in the house. No, indeed, she knows 
what is good for her — of course, so far as her health is 
concerned. I can't say she shows much taste when she 
lets that young medical student hang around her all the 
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4 TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

time. But he might as well stay away. I'll never consent 
to her having him. Good gracious ! I see and hear enough 
of doctors without taking one right into the family, and that 
ends it. Well (throwing himself into the easy chair) , how 
am I going to pass away the time ? I'd like to do some- 
thing new and strange. I have it! I'll try it myself! 
(Laughing.) Fll be sick. Instead of waiting on them, 
I'll let them wait on me. Instead of listening to their 
complaints I'll let them listen to mine. Perhaps I'll be 
able to make them forget themselves for a few days. Per- 
haps I'll succeed in curing their little ailments. (Laughing 
harder^ What a joke it will be. 

Enter Mrs. Beldon, l. She starts at seeing her husband, 
who makes a long face and settles wearily in the easy 
chair, 

Mrs. B. John, what ai( you doing home so early in the 
day ? Why (looking at hltu coser), are you ill ? What is 
the matter with you ? 

Mr. B. (sighing). That is what I should like somebody 
to tell me. 

Mrs. B. (alarmed). You've been catching cold, or may- 
be got some dreadful disease down in that stuffy office. 
At any rate, whatever it is, a dose of Brown's Unequalled 
Compound will do you a world of good. 

Mr. B. (starting up). Maria, I will not — 

Mrs. B. Yes, you will, my dear. Think I'm going to 
let you take your bed right on my hands and do nothing 
for you ? No, indeed. (Aside.) I'll telephone for Dr. 
Knowitall, too, and John will have to have him whether 
he wants him or not. Dear ! dear 1 and me as miserable 
as I can be myself. (Exitj r.) 

Mr. B. Disagreeable medicines were not in the scheme. 
It never occurred to me that I'd have to take them. I just 
meant to be waited on and be attended to. Well, I sup- 
pose I shall have to grin and bear it this once, now that 
I've started in. 

Enter Oliver, r. 

Oliver (tvith a languid air). Why, Pa ! what's the 
matter ? You on the sick list, too ? That's a pity. I'm 
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TRYING IT ON BELDON. 5 

not feeling very strong myself to-day, but it's unusual for 
you to have anything the matter with you. (Mr. Beldon 
groans.) Pain, eh ? Rheumatism, I suppose. 

Enter Aunt Sophronia, l. 

Aunt Sophronia (in surprise), John, what are you 
doing here so early in the day, and looking so glum, too ? 

Oli. Pa's sick this afternoon, Aunt Sophronia. He had 
to come home. Seems to be in pain. (Aside!) I know 
what I'm going to do. Pm going to telephone for Dr. 
Fussy. Pa just hates doctors, but he's got to have one 
now, whether he wants him or not. (Exit, r.) 

Aunt S. Where do you feel the worst, John ? 

Mr. B. I couldn't tell you, Sophronia. I have the 
same feeling all over me. 

Aunt S. Strange ! very strange ! Why, you seemed 
all right at breakfast. Did this come on suddenly ? 

Mr. B. Very suddenly. 

Aunt S. Dear me ! something will have to be done for 
you. I must say, too, that you don't look very comfortable. 
(Brings sofa pillows^ which she has some difficulty in adjust- 
ing behind Mr. Beldon's head, at the same time making 
his hair disorderly. Mr Beldon groans several times.) 

Aunt S. (aside, as she goes toward the door at r.). This 
is positively alarming. I'm afraid he's going to have a 
sick spell, and me hardly in a condition to nurse him. 
Well, we must find out at once what it means: I'm going 
to send for Dr. Smoothington and not say a word about it. 
The others might object if I did, and Dr. Smoothington is 
certainly the best doctor in the place. And while I'm 
waiting for him I'm going to give John a dose of Cure- 
you-sure. It's bound to help him, no matter what he has. 
(Exit, R.) 

Mr. B. I wonder what Sophronia is up to now. She 
Tvent out with a very determined look on her face. I hope 
she hasn't gone for her favorite medicine, too. 

Enter Mrs. Beldon, r., with a bottle and tablespoon, 

Mrs. B. Now, dear, you take — 

Mr. B. (deprecatingly). Maria, spare me. That stuff 
cannot possibly do me a bit of good. 
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6 TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

Mrs. B. (decidedly). It will, and 3'ou must take it. 
(Fours out tablespoonful of medicine and makes him swal- 
low it.) 

Mr. B. (with wry face). What's the sense of giving a 
man such stuff as that ? It's worse than sickness itself. 

Mrs. B. It may taste disagreeable, but it certainly will 
benefit you. Now try to forget it. Here, let me make 
you comfortable. (Fixes the pillows in several positions 
before she is suited. While doing so, she gets Mr. Beldon's 
hair still more disorderly.) 

Enter Cilly, l., with cloth duster in hand. 

CiLLY (in surprise). Oh, sir, what is the matter? 

Mrs. B. He has come home with some dreadful com- 
plaint. I'm sure I don't know what. ' 

Gil. Worn-out, likely. Been working too hard. I'll 
tell you what, sir. If you will take Longgreen's Bound-to- 
build-you-up-quick-as-wink, you'll be a well man in no time. 
I've got a bottle handy, too. (Exitj l., hurriedly.) 

Enter Jack and Jessie, r., in out-of-door costumes. 

Jack. Good afternoon. 

Mrs. B. Good afternoon. 

Jessie (going to her father). Why, Pa ! what's the 
trouble ? You're never home at this time of day. And 
(laughing) you certainly look as if Melancholy had marked 
you for her own. 

Mr. B. (shaking his head). I'm afraid she has. 

Mrs. B, (severely). Don't laugh, child ; your father is 
very sick indeed, and yet it is all I can do to get him to 
take a little medicine. 

Jes. (going off into another hearty laugh). But I can't- 
help it — he looks so funny. Is he really sick, though ? 
and if he is, why don't you send for the doctor and find 
out what he needs ? That stuff may not be good for him? 

Mr. B. Doctor, indeed ! I'll have none of him. 

Jack. If I could be of any assistance, sir — 

Mr. B. But you can't, you see. I won't be doctored. 
It's my belief that we're all better off without the doctors. 
Anyway, if I had a doctor, I'd want a full-fledged one, not 
one just out of the shell. 
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TRYING IT ON BELDON. 7 

Enter Cilly, l., with pamphlet, bottle and spoon, also duster, 

CiL. (I'eading from pamphlet^. Have you a pain in the 
back, a dull, aching sensation all over your body, a feeling 
that life is not worth living, an almost insane desire to 
commit suicide, a feeling that your friends have turned 
against you, then take Longgreen's Bound-to-build-you-up- 
quick-as-wink. A tablespoonful every half hour. Why, 
sir, 1 could read you yards and yards of unsolicited testi- 
monials about this here medicine if I had th6 time, but I 
hain't, so I'll leave them for you to read yourself. (Futs 
bottle, spoon and pamphlet on table ; aside.) Pity, now, 
that this is one of my poor days. (Exit, l., after dusting 
some of the furniture.) 

Enter Oliver, r., ivith box of pills, 

Oli. Now, Pa, if you'll just take one of these pills, I'm 
sure you won't regret it. They're Quackery's Make-you- 
well-in-a-jiffy. pills, and are recommended by all the leading 
physicians. 

Mr. B. {groaning). Much obliged, my son, but please 
take them away. I hardly think I need quite so much 
medicine. 

Mrs. B. Yes, take them away. I shall continue to give 
him the Compound every ten minutes, and that is sufficient. 

(Mr. Beldon shakes his head sadly.) 

Jes. But, Ma, that might be injuring Pa. 
Mrs. B. Don't talk so loud, Jessie. Remember that 
your father is ill. Besides, I'm not well myself to-day. 

Enter Aunt Sophronia, with bottle, which she sets on table. 

Aunt S. And I, too, feel an unaccountable weakness 
this afternoon. (Aside.) I think I'll take a dose when I 
give it to John. 

Jes. I'll tell you what, if you'll all come out and take 
a walk you'll feel better. Why, it's glorious ! Trees are 
blooming, birds are singing, pretty flowers have sprung up 
along the wayside ; indeed, all nature invites you to come 
and enjoy yourselves, and yet you remain indoors. 
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8 TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

Mrs. B. (sternly). Child, have you do sympathy for 
anybody ? 

Jes. Yes, and that is why I want you to come out and 
be benefitted. Come, feel what I have felt ; come, see 
what I have seen. I don't mean Pa, of course ; he does 
take plenty of fresh air when he's well, but the rest of 
you seem to be afraid to look outside. 

Mrs. B. Be quiet, Jessie. (To Mr. Beldon.) Now, 
John, it's my opinion that the very best thing you can do 
is to go up to your room and lie down. 

Mr. B. (rising), I think I will, Maria. {Aside.) It 
will be something to get away by myself. I wish it was 
just as easy to get out of this scrape. (Exit, r.) 

Aunt S. (aside), I wonder how soon that doctor will 
come. 

Oli. (aside). It seems to me that the doctor ought to be 
here. 

Mrs. B. Unbeknown to John, I have sent for Dr. 
Knowitall. 

Aunt S. and Oli. (in dismay). You have ? 

Mrs. B. Well, why not ? Don'-t you think he ought to 
have a doctor ? 

Aunt S. Yes, Maria, I thought so, and that is why I 
sent for Dr. Smoothington. 

Mrs. B. and Oli. Dr. Smoothington! 

Aunt S. Yes. Dr. Smoothington, though a compara- 
tive stranger, has already won the confidence of the people 
in this place. 

Oli. Well, I don't know about him, but I sent for Dr. 
Fussy. 

Mrs. B. and Aunt S. Dr. Fussy ! 

Oli. Yes, why not ? He's the best physician in town. 
Of course, I hadn't any idea that the whole family had 
been sending for a doctor. 

Enter Cilly, l., with duster, which she uses as she talks, 

CiL. I wanted to tell you, ma'am, that I took it upon 
myself to send for Dr. Merrybone for Mr. Beldon. I 
thought the rest of you would be that upset that you'd 
forget to do it. Dr. Merrybone is a good doctor, ma'am, 
and so jolly. Why, the jokes of him are enough to make 
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TUYING IT ON BELDON. 9 

a body well. 1 should think he'd be here any minute now. 
{Exit, hurriedly,) 

{Consternation on all their faces.) 

Mrs. B. Well, well, now we are in a fix. 
Aunt S. I should think so. 
Oli. What are we going to do ? 

Jes. I'll tell you. Telephone for all of them to stay 
away, all but — 
Mrs. B. Dr. Know^itall. 
Aunt S. Dr. Smoothington. 
Oli. Dr. Fussy. 

Exit, in a hurry, Mrs. Beldon, Aunt Sophronia and 
Oliver, r. 

Jack. I wonder how they are going to settle it. 

Jes. I don't know, I'm sure, but it's probably too late 
to do anything about it. {SmAling.) I think they will 
have to let them all come and have a consultation. But, 
really, Jack, I don't believe that Pa needs any doctor. I'm 
glad that I didn't send for one, any way. If I had, it 
would have been you, and then Pa would have sent you off. 

Jack. Jessie. 

Jes. Well, Jack ? 

Jack. Do you know what your father said to me ? 

Jes. Yes, that he would never consent to my marrying 
a doctor. He told me that, too. But, Jack, I would never 
consent to marry any one except — 

Jack. Except — 

Jes. a doctor. 

Jack. A doctor, Jessie ? 

Jes. Well, the doctor. 

Jack. The doctor? 

Jes. Oh, Jack ! how particular you are I What do you 
want me to say ? 

Jack. You see, Jessie, a doctor and the doctor may 
mean almost any doctor, while this doctor {pointing to him- 
self), makes it all riglit. 

Jes. {shyly). Well, this doctor, then. 
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10 TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

Jack (attempting to take her hand), Jessie, you're a 
darling ! 

Jes. (moving away from him). Be careful, Jack, some- 
body may come. Besides, until Pa consents, I cannot 
allow you to say such things. 

Jack. Say, Jessie. 

Jes. Well, Jack? 

Jack. Don't you care ? 

Jes. Of course, I do. 

Jack (gloomily). You don't act like it. 

Jes. Well, I'm hoping, you see, that it will come out 
all right. 

Jack. How can it ? 

Jes. Jack, Pa's not really heartless, and if — 

Jack (brightening). If I tried him again ? I'll do it. 

(Loud ring at hell. Enter Mrs. Beldon, Aunt Sophronia, 
and Oliver, all rushing, and all excited.) 

Mrs. B. If it should be the doctor ! 
Aunt S. If it should be two doctors ! 
Oli. If it should be three doctors ! 
Jes. (jokingly). If it should be four doctors ! 

(Fire hell heard outside. Enter, running, Mr. Beldon in 
dressing-gown, one slijyper, and one shoe.) 

Mr. B. (in great excitement). That's a fire ! Where's 
my hat ? 

(The others look frightened. Mrs. Beldon grabs Mr. 
Beldon by the arm.) 

Mrs. B. You go right back to your room. You're in a 
pretty condition to run to a fire. 

Mr. B. Has it come to this ? A prisoner in my own 
house? (Exit, r.) 

Aunt S. Has the man gone crazy ? 

Mrs. B. Crazy ? Not a bit of it. Don't you know that 
nine men out of ten forget everything else when they hear 
a fire bell ? 
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TRYING IT ON BELDON. 11 

{Door-hell rings loudly again. Mrs. Beldon and Aunt 
SoPHRONiA begin to straighten up things in the room, 
Jessie quickly throws the end of the cover over the medi- 
cines on the table, Oliver rushes to door at b,,^ and Jack, 
in his attempt to help, gets in everybody's way.^ 

CUETAIN. 



ACT II. 



SCENE, — As before. Enter Mr. Beldon in dressing- 
gown and slippers, and with cloth around his head, 

Mr. B. (sinking into the easy chair). Well, I'd give 
considerable to get out of this scrape without having to 
confess how I got into it. I'm a victim if ever there was 
one. It's no mistake now to say that I'm sick. I've been 
doctored until I feel as bad as any of them. Not content 
with giving me all sorts of disagreeable stuff, they deluge 
me with doctors, and to keep peace in the family, I must 
see every man of tliem. The queer part of it is that not 
one of those doctors agreed with any one of the others. 
Takinijj their opinions all togetjier, my liver, my heart, my 
lungs, my kidneys, my stomach,, my throat, my head, are 
in a very serious condition. I walk too much, and I don't 
walk enough. I need rest, and I need exercise. The 
house is too warm, and the house is too cold. I ought to 
go to the mountains, and I ought to go to the seashore. 
Then to make matters worse they bandage up my head 
with a cloth soaked in the vilest-smelling stuff I ever came 
across. I won't liave it. (Takes off cloth and throws it on 
the floor.) Good gracious ! I certainly am in a condition 
now to take Longgreen's Bound-to-build-you-up-quick-as- 
wink. Let's see — what were all those questions ? (Picks 
up pamphlet and reads,) Have you a pain in the back ; a 
dull, aching sensation all over your body ; a feeling that 
life is not worth living ; an almost insane desire to commit 
suicide ; a belief that your friends have turned against 
you ? Yes, siree, I have every one of them. 
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12 TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

Enter Cilly with letter, which she gives to Mr. Beldon". 
She has, also, the inevitable duster, 

CiL. There, sir, it just came. {Exit, after wiping off 
dust, which she seems to see on chairs,) 

Mr. B. (opening the letter and reading it). Ho ! ho ! it's 
from Perkins — they're going, after all. Start at six this 
evening. Didn't tell me before — heard I was very sick, 
so knew I couldn't go — sorry about it. But I could go, 
though, if I knew how to manage it. What a simpleton I 
was to vralk, open-eyed, into such a fix as this. (Begins to 
walk sloivly up and down.) 

Enter Mrs. Beldon, l. 

Mrs. B. (in alarm), John, why are you wasting your 
strength in that way ? 

Mr. B. (taking his seat). Why, Dr. Smoothington — 

Mrs. B. I vdon't care a straw for Dr. Smoothington. 
Dr. Knowitall told you that what you needed was rest, 
and you must take it. Dear me ! I wish the others had 
attended to their own affairs, and left you to my care. I 
can't get you well with so much interference. Besides, I am 
constantly haunted with the idea that all of those doctors 
might come at the same time. Luckily they came at dif- 
ferent times day before yesterday, but if Dr. Knowitall 
should meet any of the others right in my own house, how 
should I feel ? John, why didn't you tell the others to 
stay away ? 

Mr. B. Yes, that's what Sophronia said, and what 
Oliver said, and even Cilly said it. 

Mrs. B. Who has the best right, I wonder. At any 
rate, after seeing the others and getting their opinion, you 
didn't need to have them again. 

Mr. B. My goodness ! Maria, it was not my idea to 
have any of them again. I'm not a millionaire. 

Mrs. B. Ko, but you're a sick man, and you've got to 
liave a doctor. Dr, Knowitall said he'd come again in a 
(lay or two, and I'm afraid the others said the same thing. 
\Vhat if they should meet. {Sees cloth on floor,) Why, 
dear, you've dropped that cloth off your head. {Picks it 
vp, soaks it again, and hinds it around Mr. Beldon's head. 
Then starts toward door at l,) 
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TRYING IT ON BELDON. 13 

Mr. B. (aside), I think I see a way of escape. {To his 
wife.) My dear. 

Mrs. B. Well ? 

Mr. B. Didn't Dr. Knowitall say something about me 
going to the mountains ? 

Mrs. B. Gracious ! no, he said for you to stay right 
here and rest, and you do it. '(JSxit, l.) 

Mr. B. (shaking his head). It's no mistake to say that 
the way of the transgressor is hard. Well, I'm glad I had 
my laugh first, for there's been nothing to laugh at since I 
started in to be sick. 

Unter Aunt Sophronia, r. 

Aunt S. How are you feeling now, John ? 

Mr. B. There isn't much change, Sophronia. 

Aunt S. I'm afraid you're forgetting the doctor's orders. 
Don't you remember he told you to exercise ? Come, let 
us walk up and down a while and get our blood in circula- 
tion. (Makes him walk rapidlg up and down the room with 
her several times.) There, now, I'm sure you feel better. 
I do. Well, I must leave you, hwt after a while I'll come 
back and we'll try it again. (Exit, l.) 

Mr. B. Oh! she will, will she? Well, just a little 
more of such exercise as that would put me straight to bed. 
My heart isn't as strong as it was before I began to be 
doctored. There's one thing about it, if they don't leave 
me alone, I'll just get desperate and have a sudden and 
complete recovery. I wish I had the courage to do it at 
once. Great Scott ! why did I fix it so that I couldn't go 
with Perkins ? 

Enter Jessie in out-of-door costume^ r. 

Jes. Oh, Pa ! why don't you have a window open ? The 
fresh, warm air will do you good. (^Throws open window.) 
There ! isn't that better ? I wish you could go with me. 
My work is all done, and I'm going for a walk. Good-bye. 
(Aside!) I'd just like to know how sick Pa really is. 
{Exit, R.) 

Mr. B. Bless the girl ! if it weren't for creating a great 
hullabaloo in the family, I would go with her. 
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Enter Oliver, r. 

Oli. (in alarm). Oh, Pa ! what are you doing with the 
window open? (Closes it.) Uon^t you know that I>r. 
Fussy told you on no account to run the risk of catching 
cold ? It's enough to give you your death. Why, it actu- 
ally makes me shiver to thinJk of you being here with that 
window open. 

Mr. B. Say, my son, where is to-day's paper ? Get it 
for me ; will you ? 

Oli. Oh, Pa ! Ma has expressly forbidden it. It's so 
bad for your head for you to read. (Shivers.) I think I shall 
have to go where there is a fire ; you've made it so cold 
here. (Exit, l.) 

Mr. B. It's my impression that it would do that fellow 
good to shovel snow for a while. Of course, just at present 
there isn't any snow to shovel. Perhaps it would be a 
good idea to let him put in the next ton of coal. Well, I 
wonder how much further Maria intends to go in her at- 
tempt to cure me. Won't let me read, eh ? I must think 
of a way of escape. If only somebody would send for 
Maria for a few hours, I'm sure I could make the others 
believe in a sudden recovery. But Maria — somehow, I 
haven't the courage to try it with her. I*m going to read, 
any how. Here are some books. (Begins to look over the 
hooks on the table. Sound heard at door. He drops the 
books and looks frightened.) 

Enter Jack. 

Jack. Good afternoon, Mr. Beldon. I am glad to find 
you alone. I hope you are feeling better to-day. 

Mr. B. (gruffly). As well as can be expected, I sup- 
pose ; but why are you glad to find me alone ? 

Jack. I wish to speak with you — 

Mr. B. (angrily). Not about my daughter again, sir. 

Jack. Yes, about your daughter again, sir. You know, 
Mr. Beldon, that ^' faint heart never won fair lady." As 
I said before, I love Jessie, and Jessie loves me. Would 
you make us both unhappy ? Have you anything against 
me except that I am going to be a physician ? 

Mr! B. Isn't that enough ? 
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Jack. It doesn't seem so to me. 

Mr. B.' You're a lot of ignorant, conceited rapscallions, 
that's what you are. Shows how much you know when 
four of you told me an entirely different story about my 
condition. 

Jack {laughing). Four of me ? Why, there's only one 
of me, and that one hasn't had a chance to say a word yet. 

Mr. B. (smiling). That's true, 1*11 admit. {Aside.) 
I half like the young fellow, after all. {To Jack.) Look 
here ; when you prove to me that you do know a thing or 
two, I'll consider your case. 

Jack. Thank you, sir. {Aside) That's something 
gained. 

Enter Mrs. Beldon, hurriedly, at l. 

Mrs. B. I just saw Dr. Knowitall coming up the road. 
I do hope the rest will stay away while he is here. 

(Bell rings. Enter Dr. Knowitall with a consequential air.) 

Dr. Knowitall. Good afternoon, Mrs. Beldon. How 
is our patient to-day ? 

Mrs. B. Not much change, I think, doctor. 

Mr. B. Yes, there is, I'm getttng better. I'll be out 
— very soon now. 

Dr. K. {decidedhj). Oh ! no, oh I no. {To Mrs. Beldon.) 
You see it takes time. When a man is in his condition he 
cannot expect to be cured in a day. His is a very peculiar 
case, and not five physicians in a hundred would have 
understood it. 

{Bell rings.) 

Mrs. B. {aside). Dear! dear! what shall I do? That 
must be one of those other doctors. 

Enter Dr. Fussy in a nervoiis, hurried manner. 

Dr. Fussy. Good afternoon to you all. Ah, doctor I 
how does it happen that I meet you here ? 

Dr. K. {stiffly). I came to see my patient, sir. 

Dr. F. Ah ! you did ? But he happens to be my 
patient, sir. 

Mrs. B. {in embarrassment). Allow me to explain. I 
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sent for Dr. Knowitall, and at the same time, my son, not 
aware of that fact, sent for Dr. Fussy. 

Dr. K. {more stiffly than before). Well, which shall it 
be? 

(^Bell rings. Enter Dr. Smoothington, r.) 
Mrs. B.( aside). What shall I do ? 
(Bell rings again. Enter Dr. Merrybone, with a smile.) 

Dr. F. Well, this is an extraordinary proceeding. 

Dr. M. (laughing). It does look queer. It reminds me 
of a play I once saw called ** Too Much of a Good Thing." 

Mr. B. (aside), I should call it " Too Much of a Bad 
Thing.^' 

Dr. S. (blandly). What does it mean, any how ? Is 
there going to be a consultation ? 

Enter Jessie, r. She and Jack talk together in low tones, 

Mr. B. Well, I'll tell you. My family was so anxious 
about me that each one went off privately and telephoned 
for a doctor, and each one happened to hit on a different 
doctor. Now listen ; I'll give a good, round sum to the 
man who'll tell me what is the matter with me. (Aside,) 
I'm safe in offering it, I know. 

Jack (aside to Jessie). I can tell him. 

Jes. What is it ? 

Jack. Wait. 

Dr. K. Sir, I am surprised at your levity. 

Dr. F. So am I. 

Dr. S. If it were not for the fact that I never allow 
myself to get out of temper, I should be extremely angry. 

Dr. F. This is certainly an extraordinary proceeding. 

Dr. M. It's comical, too. 

Mr. B. Perhaps it is, but let me tell you, gentlemen, 
that not one of you has succeeded in hitting the nail on 
the head yet. 

Mrs. B. How terrible ! they'll certainly be insulted. 

Dr. F. You astound me. 

Dr. K. I feel highly insulted. To one in my position 
a remark like that — 
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Dr. M. Pshaw ! can't you take a joke, man ? I can, even 
"when it's against inyseli. 

Dr. K. I fail to see any joke to take. 

Dr. S. I, too, fail to see any joke, and if it weren't for 
the fact that I never allow myself to get out of temper, I 
certainly should be angry. 

Jack {going toward Mr. Beldon). May I venture to 
give an opinion, sir ? 

Mr. B. Suppose we listen to the others first. 

Dr. K. (pompously). Sir, do you suppose I would com- 
promise my dignity by entering into any such prize com- 
petition as that? Besides, I have already given my 
opinion. 

Dr. F. And so have I. 

Dr. S. I have nothing more to say. I must study to 
keep my temper. 

Dr. M. (laughing). Can't sell my cabbage twice, sir. 

JEJnter Aunt Sophronia and Oliver. They look in dismay 
at all the doctors. 

Mr. B. Then, Jack, let us hear from you ? 

Jack. Well, after a careful study of your case, sir, it 
is my opinion that day before yesterday there was nothing 
the matter with you. Now you are suffering from a want 
of fresh air, and an overdose of doctors and medicines. 

Mr. B. Good gracious ! boy, you've hit it ! (Aside.) 
I'm in for it now, and must make the best of it. 

Jes. (aside). How glad T am ! 

Mrs. B. (sternly). John, what do you mean ? 

Aunt S. Do I understand you to say that you have 
nothing the matter with you ? 

Mrs. B. (beivlldered). That there was nothing the mat- 
ter with you ? 

Dr. K. (indignantly). Sir, did you have me brought 
here to make a fool of me ? Why didn't you tell me that 
there was nothing the matter with you ? 

Mr. B. I have already given you to understand that I 
did not send for any of you. Besides, a doctor is supposed 
to know when there is nothing tlie matter with a man. If 
he can't tell, who can ? 

Dr. M. Tliat's so — that's so — that's a good joke. 



Digitized 



by Google 



18 TRYING IT ON BELDON. 

Mks. B. {irith an injured air). Well, a woman can't tell, 
any how, and I'd like to know what you meant by saying 
you were ill when yoH were not. 

Mr. B. My dear, if I remember aright, I said nothing 
of the kind. It was you who jumped at the conclusion 
that I was ill. 

Mrs. B. But you let me think so. 

Mr. B. I suppose I do owe you all an apology for the de- 
ception, but the fact is, the rest of the family seemed, to 
g(^t sucli solid comfort from being on the sick list that I 
thought I would try it myself. 

{All hut Dr. Merrybone, Jessie and Jack look indignant. 
These three smile.) 

Dr. F. I never was so insulted in all my life before. 

Dr. K. Neither was I. If you will pay me what you 
owe rae, I will go, never to enter your house again. 

Dr. F. And I, too, sir. 

Dr. S. And I. 

Dr. M. Well, it's a great joke. 

Dr. K. I don't see it. 

Dr. M. You don't ? Four doctors to a man who has 
nothing the matter with him, and not one of them able to 
detect the truth ? I can see a joke even when it's against 
myself. 

JVIr. B. (moving to table, and ivriting out check for each 
one). After all, I'm the one who ought to be in a bad 
temper. Think of my having to pay four doctors when 
I'm not ill at all, especially when I didn't send for any one 
of them. 

Dr. K. {stiffly). Good day. {Exit, r.) 

Dr. F. Good afternoon. {Exit, R.) 

Dr. S. {with an effort to be pleasant). Good afternoon to 
you all. {Exit, r.) 

Dr. M. Well, last but not least, I suppose. Mr. Beldon, 
the next time you're sick you'd better send for a few more 
doctors. Good day. {Exit, R.) 

Mrs. B. {half en/ing). Now see what you have done. 

Mr. B. What, Maria ? 

Mrs. B. You have insulted Dr. Knowitall, and he'll 
never come into this house again. 
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Mr. B. All the better for us, iny dear. 

Aunt S. And Dr. Smootliiiigtou, though he is too much 
of a gentleman to show ifc, is certainly insulted. 

Mr. B. All the better for us, Sophronia. 

Oli. As for Dr. Fussy — 

Jes. (mischievously intermitting) . And as for Dr. Merry- 
bone, though he had to joke about it, I think he's probably 
mad, too. 

Mr. B. Pshaw ! we're well rid of every one of them. 

Mrs. B. But, John, if one of us should be sick — 

Mr. B. We will not suppose it while we are well. Be- 
sides, we are going to have, right in the family, a doctor 
who knows a thing or two — one, also, who can show us 
the proper way to keep well and strong. Eh, Jack ? 

(All look surprised and pleased,) 

Jes. (embracing her father). Oh, Pa! 
Jack {taking Mr. Beldon's hand). May I say, Oh, 
Pa, too ? 

Mr. B. Yes, you may ; and Jack, I shall not forget that 
round sum that you certainly won. And now in spite of 
this doctor who is to be so handy, let us make up our 
minds that we are not going to be sick. Let us throw 
away medicines and go out, and allow the sun and fresh 
air to have a chance with us. As Jack said about me, so 
I believe about the rest of you — you are suffering from an 
overdose of doctors and medicine. Come, I'm ready to be 
well if the rest of you are. I'm going right out, too, but 
before I go, I want to see that everybody else is out of the 
house. Maria, I know you haven't stepped beyond the 
front door-sill for a week; Sophronia, to my certain knowl- 
edge, you havent taken a breath of fresh air for a month ; 
Oliver, I don't know when you have had a bit of out-door 
exercise — take a spin on your wheel. 

Jack. What say the ladies to a drive in the park ? 

Jes. (going to Jack and taking his hand). Oh, Jack ! 
that would be delightful ! 

Mrs. B. It would be a pleasure, I am sure. 

Aunt S. You make me long for it. I don't know when 
I have been so ambitious about going out. 
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Mr. B.- (smiling). There ! you see, you are all being 
doctored in spite of me. 

• Enter Cilly with duster in hand, 

Mr. B. Cilly, what are you going to do ? 
' CiL. Dust, sir. 

Mr. B. No, you're not. Leave dusting alone for to-day, 
and go out somewhere for a while. Good gracious ! I 
never before saw such an indefatigable duster as you are. 
Why, there can't be a speck of dust left anywhere. Be- 
sides, you haven't taken an afternoon out in an age. No 
wonder you have poor days. Don't you see that you can 
accomplish more if you keep yourself in good condition ? 
There is no economy in working all the time. 

CiL. (looking surprised). My ! but the man's better 
already. I just knew that Dr. Merrybone with his jokes 
and medicines could cure him. 

Mr. B. Of course, I'm better, Cilly. So are we all of 
us, and we're all going out, too. Come, I'll give every one 
of you just half an hour to get out of the house, and then 
I'll follow. 

(All hut Mr. Beldon start j with a smiley toward door at R.) 

Mr. B. (looking at his watch). Well, I've lost that trip 
— couldn't do it now — but if I may entertain a hope that 
we have all been cured of our various little ailments, I 
think I'll manage to enjoy home-life for the rest of my 
vacation. 

CURTAIN. 
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**The man or iromftn irbo doesnt **The BUtck Cat is without doaM 

iWMl The Black Cat miaees the greateet the story- telling hit of r 
4tories in the worliL—Botton Pott. Sam Framoiaoo CktimicU. 



It Will Pay You 



to read The Black Cat, not only because it 
publishes the most unusual and fascinating 
stories that genius can devise and money can 
buy, but 

Because 

it presents to young and unknown writers an 
opportunity offered by no other publication. 
It pays the highest price in the world for 
short stories. It pays not according to the 
name or reputation of a writer, but according 
to the merit of a story. It pavs not according 
to length but according to strength. It pub- 
lishes no continued stories, no translations, no 
borrowings, no stealings. The great $5,000 
prize stories of Mystery, Adventure, Love, 
Detectives, Humor and Pathos will give added 
interest to future issues. The Black Cat i» 
published monthly. It costs 50 cents a yeaf 
and each number contains 5 complete, origi- 
nal, copyrighted stories that are stories. 
By special arrangement with its publishers 
(The Shortstory Publishing Co.) we are abli . 
to make the following offer: 

Free of Us 

If yon will send ns SO eents The Black 
Cat will be mailed yon as issued for 
one year, postage pafd^'and ycu tciU also 
receive at once, free^ pottage paidt 15 of 
the stories (including the $1,000 prize 
tales, " The Gaikwar^s Sword," *^'l he 

guarantined Bridegroom." ** T h e 
ancing Goddess," **The Train Hunt 
at Loldoe," etc.) that have made The 
Black Cat famous as the story-telling 
hit of the age. 

Walter H. BakMr * Co.. ttanUtos Pkttm, BMtoa. 
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PAPA PETTINGILL. 

A Comedy in Four Ads* 
By GRANVILLE F* STURGIS and ABEL SEAMAN 

(From the French) 
Ten male, two female characters, of which seven may be doubled, reducing 
the number of actors required to six males. Costumes, modern ; scenery, di- 
versified, but not difficult. An admirable play, delightfully fantastic in ideu 
and whimsical in its presentation of character, evoking one continuous Inugh 
from beginning to end. PettingilPa varying attitude toward his daughter's 
suitors is simply side-splitting, and his misadventures as a tourist are a |>eren 
nial source of delighted interest. Plays briskly, and keeps an audience broad 
awake all the time. Plays a full evening. 

PRICE 15 CENTS. 



CHARACTERS. 

Hiram Pettingill, a retired apothecary and ainateur globe-trotter, 

ArtSub Nipp^R } devoted admirers of his only daughter. 

Major Mathews, afire-eater^ with a large appetite, 

George Pitcher, habitually " broke.** 

John, Mr. Pettingill* s servant. 

Solomon, a head-waitery not very talkative. 

O'Mara, a ticket-agent loith little to say. 

Snowball, a railway porter ^ who holds his tongue. 

A Niagara Guide. 

Mrs. Pettingill, a careful mamma, above suspicion in a Caesarian sense only. 

Henrietta, her daughter— and Pettingill* s. 

Travellers, railway attendants, etc., ad libitum. O'Mara, the Guide and 
John may be played by the same person. The actor who plays Major Matthews 
may ** double " Solomon and Snowball if desired. 

SYNOPSIS. 

Act I.— The SouthUnion Station in Boston. Off for Niagara. Tribulations 
of a traveller. A broken Pitcher. Nipper and Tucker. A suspicious maiuma. 
Friendly rivalry. The fair Henrietta. In hot pursuit. 

Act II. — At the Falls. A Niagara landlord. Planning a campaign. 
Nipper's move. Saving papa's life. Arthur's stock rises. The visitor's book. 
A military critic. Tucker's little countermove. Pettingill to the rescue. 
Alfred way above par. Tucker takes the odd trick. 

ActIII. — At Pettingill's house. The travellers' return. A friendly call. 
Souvenirs. Arthur gains a point. Tlie fire-eating ^Fajor. The liotel register 
again. Thit damning record. Alfred counters neatly. A few letters to the 
Chief of Police. 

Act IV. — Still at Pettingill's. The duel. Arthur's false move. Upsetting 
Pettingill's time table. Out of jail. " Not the same thing at all." Pettingill 
up against it. Arthur on the bargain counter. Choosing a husband. Eaves- 
dropping. Alfred's theory. The tables turned. Alfred beaten at the post. 
Papa Pettingill. 

GULLIVER AND THE LILLIPUTL\NS 
UP TO DATE. 

An Entertainment in One Act* 
By MARY B. HORNE. 

Ten male characters. Costumes, eccentric; scenery, unimportant, a few 
easjr uroporties only being necessary. A whimsical entertainment, d pfctin;?; 
tl>e im!n;)rt-il Gulliver as having ini'ported a talented company of performers 
from Lilliput, whom he exhibits in a program of songs, jokes and specialties. 
A decided novelty and very funny. Easy and effective. 

PRICE J5 CENTS* 
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A NEW EDITION. 



MARY STUART. 

A Tragedy in Five Ads* 
FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER* 

Thirteen male, four female characters, and supernumeraries. Costumes of 
tlie period ; scenery, varied and elaborate. The first competent acting version 
of this standard play ever published in English. It is based on the text em- 
ployed by Madame Modjeska in her notable performances of the piece, but all 
accessible manuscripts have been collated with the view to insure that no illu- 
minative " business" or helpful cut or arrangement be omitted. The version 
thus arrived at is, it is believed, the best possible acting form in which the piece 
can be represented, and is offered on its merits. Plays a full evening. A com- 
plete and authentic list of costumes is furnished for this edition by the Hayden 
Costume Co., of Boston. 

PRICE J5 CENTS* 



OLD cronies: 

c/1 Sketch in One Ad. 
By S* THEYRE SMITH* 

Two male characters. Costumes, modem. No scenery required. A clever 
little play in which two comedians can furnish a half-hour of rollicking fun. 
Their awkward attempt to write a joint stock love letter is one of the richest 
bits of humor ever presented. Plays thirty minutes. 

PRICE J5 CENTS* 



Petticoat Perfidy* 

A Comedietta in One Ad* 
By SIR CHARLES L* YOUNG* 

Three female characters. Plays thirty minutes. An interior scene. Modern 
costumes. Bright little society comedy full of wit and very amusing situations. 

PRICE 15 CENTS* 
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NEW NOVELTIES. 



THE PEDLERS^ PARADE, 

An Entertainment in One Scene* 
By JESSIE A* KELLEY* 

Twenty-one men, fifteen women, more or less, the number being unimpor- 
tant and depending upon size of tlie stage and other limitations. It is not 
important, either, whether men or women play some of the parts, and the piece 
may be given, at a pineh, by all men or all womeu. An absolutely novel and 
uproariously funny entertainment for fairs or miscellajieous programmes, 
introducing all kinds of pedlers in songs, recitations, dances and other special- 
ties and leading up to a sale. This has been literally a "howling" success in 
manuscript, and will surely be the " hit " of the year. Plays according to 
specialties introduced. 

PRICE J5 CENTS* 



CHARACTERS: 



Lemonade Vendor. Indian Woman. Auctioneer. 

Pie Woman. Pickle Vendor. Peanut Man. 

Armenian Pedlzr. , Ho key-Pokey Men. Newsboys. 

Cake Seller. Popcorn Pedler. Apple Woman. 

Old Soldier. Doughndts Pedler. Blind Musician. 

Fortune Teller. Jew Pedler. Fruit Man. 

CBfEAM Puff Vendor. Tambourine Girl. Jellies & Preseryes. 

Bootblack. Hurdy-Gurdy Men. Candy Seller. 

Baker. Corn Curer. Flower Girls. 



The Secret Meeting of the Order 
OF The Golden Goose. 

(INITIATION NIGHT.) 

c4n Entertainment in One Scene, 

By E. U. SNOW. 

Ten female characters who speak, two silent, nnd any number of members 
that may be desired. A mock-initiation for ladies only, filling a long un- 
satisfied demand from Rebecca lodges and other bodies. Very funny, but very 
easy, requiring no scenery, ami calling for easily extemporized costumes. May 
be played on a platform, if desired, or on the floor of the lodge, as in the 
original performance in Manchester, N. H. Plays from three-quarters of an 
hour upwards. 

PRICE J5 CENTS. 

CHARACTERS t 

Supreme Golden Goose Jane Kettlebiley. 

Extreme Golden Goose Esmeralda Merriwinkle. 

Right Golden Supporter .... Jacob Stumbletoe. 

Left Golden Supporter Jeremiah MacLuffin. 

Golden CoxDircTOR Mary Ann Cantankerous. 

Golden Assistant Jess Bnster. 

Golden Secretary Sarah Jumbles. 

Golden Treasurer Eva Eden. {No speaking,) 

Golden Gatekeeper Martha Letemin. 

Golden Musician Olive Green. {Music only,) 

Mother Goose. {No speaking.) 
Candidate. 

Any number of members. 
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TMF TVTAr^T^TT? ATF f -A- Farce in Three Acts. By Abthur W, 
* ***^ xyiTLVJlkJ 1 JVn. 1 C^ [ piNERo. Twelve male, four female char- 

'"^— "—"——— ———"^ acters. Costumes, modem ; scenery, all 

interior. The merits of this excellent and amusing piece, one of the most popu- 
lar of its author's plays, are well attested by long and repeated runs in the 
principal American theatres. It is of the higWest class of dramatic writing, and 
IS uproariously funny, and at the same time unexceptionable in tone. Its entire 
Boitabillty for amateur performance has been shown by hundreds of such pro- 
ductions from manuscript during the past three years. Plays two hours and 
a half. (1892.) 

A Drama in Four Acts. By Arthttb "W. 
PiNERO. Eight male and five female charac- 
ters; scenery, all interiors. This is a "prob- 
lem " play continuing the series to which " The 
Profligate ** and "The Second Mrs. Tanquera^" 
belong, and while strongly dramatic, and intensely interesting is not suited for 
amateur performance. It is recommended for Beading Clubs.. (1895.) 



'^ THE NOTORIOUS 
MRS. EBBSMITH. 



ih 



TTHTT PPOTTT li^ A TV I -A. Play in Four Acts. By Arthttr W. Ptne- 
■■• -"-I- triSXJri^iyjn. X C» ^q^ Seven male and five female characters. 
' ' Scenery, three interiors, rather elaborate; 
costumes, modem. This is a piece of serious interest, powerfully dramatic in 
movement, and tragic in its event. An admirkble play, but not suited for ama- 
teur performance. (1892.) ^ 



^ THE SCHOOLMISTRESS. I 



% 



A Farce in Three Acts. By Abthitr 
W. PiNERO. Nine male, seven fe- 
male characters. Costumes, mod- 
em ; scenery, three interiors, easily arranged. This ingenious and laughable 
farce was playe<i by Miss Bosina Yokes during her last se^on in America with 
great success. Its plot is amusing, its action rapid and full of incident, its dia- 
logue brilliant, audits scheme of character especially rich in quaint and humor- 
ous types. The Hon. Vere Queckett and Peggy are especially strong. The piece 
is in all respects suitable for amateurs. (1894.) 



THE SECOND I 
MRS. TANQUERAY. 



A Play in Four Acts. By Arthur W. 
PiNERO. Eight male and five female char- 
acters. Costumes, modern ; scenery, three 
interiors. This well-known and powerful 
-—— --—^■— —--——---— — play is not well suited for amateur per- 
formance. It is offered to Mr. Pinero's admirers among the reading public in 
answer to the demand which iti wide discussion as an acted play has created. 
(1894.) Also in Cloth, $1.00. 
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_ Three Acts. By Arthfr 

Seven male and tour female 

characters. 

same for all three acts; costumes, modern and fashionable. This well known 
and popular piece is admirably suited to amateur players, by whom it has been 
often given during the last few years. Its story is strongly sympathetic, and its 
comedy interest abundant and strong. (1893.) 



THE TTIVIFS I -^ comedy in Pour Acts. By Arthur "W. Pinero. Six 
'*"*"'"^ J. Axv" ^ * \ male and seven female characters. Scene, a single ele- * 
~"~^"""~^~"~"~"'~~' g^nt interior ; costumes, modern and fashionable. An 
entertaining piece, of strong dramatic interest and admirable satirical humor. 
(1892.) 



THE WEAKER SEX. | 






A Comedy In Three Acts. By Arthur 
W. PiNERO. Eight male and eight female 

characters. Costumes, modern ; scenery, 

two interiors, not difficult. This very amusing comedy was a popular feature of 
the repertoire of Mr. and Mrs. Kendal in this country. It presents a plot of 
strong dramatic interest, and its incidental satire of" Woman's Eights" em- 

Floys some admirably humorous characters, and inspires many very clever lines, 
ts leading characters are unusually even in strength and prominence, which 
makes it a very satisfactory piece for amateurs. (1894.) 



Tiila Rertisfl h iitferod to inefl* n growing deinoikil for the playi of tlil« ' 
nou»ed wnd hotly-iHscinHBod writer, wljoe* UiflueooecJt^er tUe ccmtemporary drfl 
In t'jioittiDus tfVtiti i! Ilia vuifiie in the Ana*irican theatre b^ attll regrristti*!*! 
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